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Welcome to ConCertino 1995 


Okay, time for me to bite the bullet and sit 
down and write the welcome piece for the 
program book. Iconsidered just cribbing 
Spencer”s welcome message from the first 
ConCertino three years ago, but it turns out that 
it won't fill the space 1 have here—at least it 


won't unless I can get Gary to use very 
large type. 


For those of you who weren’t here for the 
first ConCertino, the Con Chair’s “few words” 
then were: 

“Welcome. Enjoy. Thanks.” 

They still apply. 

In many ways ConCertino 1995 was born 
during ConCertino 1992 when a number of us 
on the con committee looked around and said 
“Hey, this is working. We could do this 
again—but not next year.” It was then that I 
foolishly mentioned that if we did actually do 


this again, I’d be willing to be Chair. Well, 
Spencer twisted a few arms an whispered in a 
few ears and Conterpoint and Contata were 
born. So now, it has been 3 years and M.A.S.S. 
F.LL.C. is running a con again and I'm the fool 
who is in charge. 

I started working on this convention about 
two years ago—checking out hotel possibilities 
and entering a surreal world where a hotel that 
was begging you for your business one day 
would change sales managers and give you the 
cold shoulder the next. It’s been an adventure 
where very early on it became clear that it was 
impossible to schedule a concomm meeting at a 
time when everyone could be there, and we’ ve 
done a lot of the business of putting this con 
together over the phone and via email. 

Now, here we all are—together, once again, 
to make music. 

Ready. Aim. Sing! 

—Ellen Kranzer 


Pre-registered members 


Geoff Avalon Mary Kay Kare Gary McGath 
Heather Borean Joe Kesselman Greg McMullan 
Stephen Brinich Claire Kranzer Linda Melnick 
Lucinda Brown Ellen Kranzer Eyal Moses 
Ingrid de Buda Herbert Kranzer Priscilla Olson 
Barry Childs-Helton Bob Laurent Helen Nathanson 
Sally Childs-Helton Marilee Layman Jonathan Ross 
Donald Eastlake HI Tamara Lindsay Jane Sibley 
Jill Eastlake Beverly Little Kathleen Sloane 
Dick Eney J. Spencer Love III Ed Stauff 
Gary Ehrlich Brion MacDonald Jean Stevenson 
Richard Freedman Catherine MacDonald Paul Taylor 
Denise Gendron Elizabeth MacDonald Virginia Taylor 
Keith Glass Paul MacDonald Persis Thorndike 
Dave Hayman Lois Mangan David Union 
Judith Hayman Paul Mangan Steven Joel Zeve 
Jordin Kare Mary Ann McDonald 
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M.A.S.S. F.I.L.C. 


M.A.S.S. F.LL.C., Inc. is a small non-profit 501(c)(3) organization devoted to furthering the 
art of filk in Massachusetts and beyond. Its mission is to give people more opportunities to 
perform, hear filkers perform, exchange songs and improve their musical skills. It also aims to 
bring filk to a wider audience and teach people about this small but growing genre of music. 

M.A.S.S. F.LL.C. has no membership dues. Membership is determined by participation in the 
organization’s activities. M.A.S.S. F.LL.C.”s funding comes from songbook sales, surplus 
revenues from music festivals, and donations. 

We hold monthly meetings to share new filksongs, sing old ones, and get together with other 
filkers. Meetings are open to all; musicians and listeners are equally welcome. Meeting locations 
vary, but are usually in eastern Massachusetts. To get on our mailing list, talk to any of the con 
committee members or send E-mail to mcmullanO mit.edu. 

M.A.S.S. F.LL.C. has published The Pegasus Winners, a collection of filksongs which have 
won the Ohio Valley Filk Festival’s Pegasus Award. Ask the dealers at this convention about the 
book. 


In Memoriam: Mike Rubin 


Mike Rubin will always hold a very special place in my life. 

For starters, Mike Rubin was the person most responsible for getting me into fandom and 
filking. He and I attended Columbia University together, were in I-forget-how-many classes 
together, were both officers in the student computer users” group, gamed together, pulled pranks 
together -- we were like brother and sister back then. 

When Mike saw I'd typed some parody and rather warped song lyrics into my account on 
Columbia’s computer system and said, “You must join the science fiction club!” 

“But I don’t have time to read science fiction! If I did that, I'd never get my schoolwork 
done!” This was true; at that time I was an English Literature and Writing major with too many 
books to read for class and too many papers to write. “Just trust me. You must join the science 
fiction club!” 

After several months of this, I finally joined, and I was hooked. 

When I moved to California, I got into fandom more heavily. Mike and I, meanwhile, had 
drifted apart for a while, but after I left my husband and got into the filking scene, we had started 
to renew our friendship. Although I knew his dying was a strong possibility, this is still hitting 
me rather hard. I was really looking forward to having him out here again, ribbing him about not 
having Ethiopian for dinner because I'd just had it for lunch, pulling a few more pranks, and 
such. 

I could bore you all with stories of “the bad old days,” especially those where you “had to be 
there,” but I do have one rather poignant one I’d like to share that I think sums him up best: 

In April, 1981, I’d been attacked in front of my dorm at Columbia and had been rendered 
semi-paralyzed on my left side from the neck-down. There had been a rash of muggings and 
even a murder on my block in the past few months, so Mike had offered to walk me back to my 
dorm on a regular basis. After a couple of weeks of this, Mike said the security guard stopped 
him and asked if I was his girlfriend. 

“No,” Mike replied. “She’s engaged to someone else.” 

ó he guard replied, “Then why are you bothering when you’re not going to get anything out 
of it?” 

The tone in which Mike recounted the story to me was one of confusion. 

That’s the kind of guy Mike was. 

—Lynn Gold 
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Convention Rules 


The rules for this convention are basically common sense. People are expected to actina 
civilized way and not interfere with other people”s reasonable activities, privacy, or property 
without their consent. The convention committee reserves the right to revoke the membership of 
anyone who can’t live up to this standard. 


There are no costuming or weapons events, so there are no weapons rules as 
such. You should, however, be aware that Massachusetts has draconian 
weapons laws, including a mandatory year in jail for gun violations. We 
can’t give you any protection in this regard. Using a guitar in the “El 
Kabong” manner will also be frowned upon. Voices in excess of 120 dB 
should be registered as deadly weapons. 


Consuming liquor isn't permitted in “public places,” e.g., the hotel lobby. The hotel bar will be 
serving on a cash basis; please be discreet about bringing in outside liquor. 


Smoking isn't permitted in the function or dealers’ rooms (unless the dealers decide otherwise) 
or in the con suite. After all, we're here to sing! For smokers, there's plenty of open space 
around the hotel which is worth enjoying in the last days of spring. 


You may tape performances unless the performer requests otherwise, provided you are 
unobtrusive. This means: Don’t stick a microphone in the performer’s face. Don’t ask performers 
to accommodate your recording needs. If the performer asks not to be recorded, then don’t. 
Don’t shush people who are singing along; your right to record is on no higher a level than their 
right to sing along (and the performer has the right to veto both). If you run cords, be careful not 
to leave them where they might cause a tripping hazard; long cords should be taped down. 


By the same token, when you’re performing you may ask not to be taped; even the official con 
taping will be suspended if you really don’t want your performance recorded. 


Any tapes which you make are for your personal use only, and may not be duplicated for 
commercial distribution without the permission of the performer and the copyright owner. 
(Copyright: It’s not just a law, it’s a good idea.) 


And the most important rule: Have a good time. 


ConCertino Convention Committee 


Ellen Kranzer (chair) Paul Taylor 

J. Spencer Love IN Virginia Taylor 
Lois Mangan Persis Thorndike 
Gary McGath David Union 
Greg McMullan 


Special thanks to: Ken Knabbe, Priscilla Olson, NESFA, and the Alpha Chi Chapter(MIT) of Alpha 
Phi Omega. 
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Filk on the Internet 


There are many filk resources on the Internet, and the number is growing rapidly. 


This is a sampling which is by no means complete or even systematic, but which 
will help you if you're starting to find your way around. Each resource will lead 
you to more. 


On Net News: alt.music.filk 


On Fidonet: The Filk Echo, maintained by Kay Shapero, gated to alt.music.filk 
(Kay.Shapero @f524.n102.z1.fidonet.org) 


On the World Wide Web (WWW), many filk-related pages: 


Melissa Binde 
http://www.cs.swarthmore.edu/~binde/filk/ 


Filk in Austria and Germany 
http://fvkma.tu-graz.ac.at/star-trek/filk.htm! 


Bob “Blars” Larson 
http://sundry.hsc.usc.edu/filk.html 


Kathy Mar's Dandelion Conspiracy 
http://sundry.hsc.usc.edu/dandelion.html 


Los Angeles Filkers Anonymous 
http://sundry.hsc.usc.edu/lafa.html 


MASSFILC 
http://www.mit.edu:800 1/afs/sipb.mit.edu/user/mcmullan/ht/massfilc.html 


Random Factors Catalog 
http://sundry.hsc.usc.edu/random-factors/ 


Roberta Rogow 
http://www.cs.swarthmore.edu/-binde/filk/other/rogow/index.html 


Rutgers SF-Lovers Convention Listings (large listing of cons, 
including filk cons) 
http://sundry.hsc.usc.edu/lacon3-info/www/cons.html 


Steve Savitzky 
http://www.crc.ricoh.com/people/steve/music.html 


Urban Tapestry 
http://www.interlog.com/-ohi/ut_page/urbantap.html 


Dave Weingart 
http://www.cs.swarthmore.edu/—binde/filk/other/weingart/index.html 
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Guests of Honor: Barry and Sally Childs-Helton 


Sally Childs-Helton, fully Ph.D.’d in 
ethnomusicology, uses one of her two master”s 
degrees (the one in library science) to infiltrate 
Mundania as an archivist for the Indiana 
Historical Society Library. But lurking in 
nooks and crannies throughout the house are 
scary resonating contrivances of wood, chrome, 
gourd, steel, and fiberglass— for her secret 
identity is that of a classically-trained 
percussionist, as well as a twice-broadcast 
songwriter (Dr. Demento has aired her “Goin 
Down the Cosmic Drain” and “Galactic 
Personals” on his syndicated radio show). An 
avid reader of SF since childhood, she taught a 
course in futuristic dystopias (during a certain 
famous Orwellian year) which she called “1984 
and Welcome to It.” Since she holds a black 
belt in the World Lyama Karate organization, 
few souls have chosen to take exception to her 
rampant satirical attitude, or her consciousness- 
raising approach to teaching. Her bachelor’s 
degree is in music education, her graduate 
minor was in African studies, and her 
experience with electronic music goes as far 
back as switchboard-style synthesizers. A 
North Carolina native, she especially enjoys 
feeding small wild creatures (such as the 
bushy-tailed roofus rattus), exercising 
impeccable Southern manners, space-warping 
through huge stacks of SF paperbacks, and 
listening to classical, improvisational, 
traditional, and popular music from around the 
world. She has musical performing experience 
in symphony orchestras, percussion ensembles, 
jazz combos, Latino bands, and (currently) a 
noisy filk duo. Who knows what's next? 

Barry Childs-Helton nurtures a craving for 
bad puns and dark chocolate, stands 6' 9", and 
has stubbornly not played basketball since 
1967. He has seven guitars, a Ph. D. in folklore, 
an M.A. in English (creative writing), and some 
highly impractical habits that include writing 
verse, cartooning, trancing-out to “NASA- 
Select TV” during Shuttle missions, playing 
old folk-rock tunes at parties, and wrapping 
Christmas presents to look like spaceships. An 
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intermittent veteran of various coffee-house 
and pizza-parlor performing venues since about 
1970, he played in a semi-pro Indiana rock 
band in 1980, and has been involved with 
music-and-poetry performance projects. Invited 
into that fateful first bardic circle by Juanita 
Coulson at Marcon in 1985 (though she need 
not be blamed for the subsequent musical 
mayhem), he shamelessly passed on the instant 
addiction to his wife, and they’ ve been at this 
“filking” business ever since. Originally from 
Salt Lake City (but mostly the Denver area), he 
took a summer SF course from William Tenn at 
Stanford in 1972, and later taught courses in 
folklore, SF, and fantasy for the English 
department of Indiana/Purdue University at 
Indianapolis. He and his wife fight twice a 
week, diligently, in the karate dojo—he 
outweighs her, but she ranks him. It works out 
rather nicely. 

Barry and Sally attended their first con at 
InConJuncTion in 1982, and first played music 
together at a 1984 ethnomusicology con- 
ference. Their first expressive experimentation 
in SF fandom was with masquerade costuming 
(which they still love). As filkers, they 
premiered “Stairway to Fandom” (their first 
one-shot performance) at Marcon in 1986, and 
started Space Opera House—a small (very 
small) filk-and-SF-stuff-huckstering company 
—while working on their first studio filk tape 
(“Escape from Mundania”) in 1987. Their 
latest studio tape (“Paradox”) was released at 
Ohio Valley Filk Fest, where they were guests 
in 1989. Sally has been enduringly delighted to 
be involved directly in such a thriving folk 
tradition as filking—as has Barry (who remains 
happily flabbergasted that there is not only 
such a thing as an audience for musical science 
fiction, but a dedicated horde of established 
conspirators as well). Be warmed, however, of 
two things: (1) books and musical instruments 
tend to follow them home and just move right 
in, and (2) they will probably continue their 
activities in fandom for as long as they can get 
away with it. 

— Adapted from the Paradox songbook 
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Interfilk Guest: Jordin Kare 


I agreed to do this bio note and then started 
thinking. (I’m always having that problem— 
talking first and thinking later.) No matter 
what I say, you're going to be aware it comes 
from a distinctly biased source. Well, there”s 
nothing I can do about that now. You can, 
however, verify all the nice things I’m about to 
say with almost anyone in filk. 

Jordin was first introduced to filk about 20 
years ago. According to him, he was 
wandering innocently through the halls at a 
Boskone when he was dragged in to take part 
in one of Filthy Pierre’s Joe Phan productions. 
Personally, I think there must have already 
have been warning signs of depravity on his 
countenance. Else why would they have 
chosen him? 

At the time he was a techno-nerd of the 
MIT flavor, but shortly thereafter graduated 
and became an techno-nerd of the UC Berkeley 
flavor. (This happens so often there are rumors 
of a hyperspatial tunnel between the MIT and 
Berkeley campuses.) Once arrived in sunny 
California, his life underwent dramatic 
changes. He attended a house filk held in the 
home of Jeff Rogers and there met the people 
with whom he would help change the face of 
filk. 

Before moving to California, Jordin had 
begun collecting songs for a songbook. This 
project eventually became the Westerfilk 
Collection. Fewer people than ought to realize 
that it was Jordin’s project from the beginning. 
Indeed, the first Westerfilk was copyrighted to 
him. From this project and the people involved 
came the first filk publisher, Off Centaur 
Publications. Off Centaur began the first 
regular production of filk tapes. (The Filk 
Foundation has the honor of the first 


tape—from the first filk con held in August 
1979.) And just this year Off Centaur, no 
longer with us alas, was among the first 
inductees into the Filk Hall of Fame. 

Jordin is not as prolific as some filk writers, 
but what he lacks in quantity he makes up with 
quality. Many of his songs have become 
classics and are among the best loved of all filk 
songs. One of them, “Callahan’s Crosstime 
Saloon,” was published recently in Spider 
Robinson’s The Callahan Touch. His better 
known songs include “Fire in the Sky” (also the 
name of his tape—available for sale in the 
dealers room), “Sail for Amber,” “The 
Designer”, “Kantrowitz 1972” (aka 
“HELCrew’s Song”) and “Dawson’s Concom”. 

In real life (?) he bills himself as a generic 
hand-waving physicist and works at Lawrence 
Livermore National Laboratory trying to build 
neat new ways to get to orbit. (He gets to play 
with rockets and they pay him for it!) He is 
also infamous for his garage. We have a 3 car 
garage which will never have a car parked in it. 
Among other things, at present it contains 4 
photo copiers. The fifth is upstairs in the 
office. And computers and printers and phones 
and modems and all sorts of nifty obsolete 
technology. He’d love to tell you all about it. 
Just ask! His three car workshop is attached to 
the home he shares with me and with a very 
remarkable cat. (But aren’t they all?) 

Alas, I find I’ve gone on for far too long. 
And there’s so much left to tell. Ask him about 
the redhead in black leather. Ask him about the 
epic tale of what we did on our summer 
vacation last year. Ask him about zucchinis in 
orbit. Just don’t ask him about Bambi 
Palachevski and Cadillac Running Dog. 

—Mary Kay Kare 


Listener Guest: Bob Laurent 


Jordin: “I don’t really know what to write 
about Bob.” 
Mary Kay: “Make something up!” 


Gee, that’s tempting. But I'll try to keep 


this straight... 
Bob Laurent has been a filk listener and 
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collector since long, long ago—ever since I met 
him, in fact, which was somewhere around 
1980. In those days he and Paul Willett, 
one-time college friends, were joint keepers of 
the “5-foot filk shelf’, a massive 
collection-in-duplicate of every printed, 
mimeo’d, or copied filk they could lay their 
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hands on. Bob went to every available filk con, 
assisted at times by jobs (in contract computer 
programming) that generated very large piles of 
frequent flier miles. I believe he is one of the 
few with a perfect attendance record at OVFF, 
and probably holds the record for total number 
of filkcons attended. 

In the early 80’s, a couple of years after the 
first filk tapes appeared from Off Centaur, it 
became clear that there were more cons to be 
taped and more singers to be recorded than Off 
Centaur would ever reach... and that taping for 
publication was a great way to justify getting 
toys to play with and prime microphone real 
estate at sings. So Wail Songs was born, and 
became the preeminent source of live 
convention recordings, as well as a major (and 
in recent years perhaps the major) retail/mail 
order filk distributor. Initially a one-fan effort 
(with a lot of help from friends), Wail Songs 
grew to consume what seemed like all Bob’s 
available space and spare time (and cash!) as 
well as needing significant additional 
fanpower. Burnout loomed.... Then Bob and 
Lindy hooked up together and Bob suddenly 


had lots more to do with his time and money 
(and also a lot of moral support). The filkish 
result was a division of effort, with Mary Kay 
Kare taking over the retail business as 
PreKarious Enterprises, and Wail Songs 
staying as a publisher of tapes—now with only 
a 3 or 4 year backlog! But he’ll get caught up 
Real Soon Now. 

Meanwhile, Bob and Lindy have a house in 
Oakland full of books (including the odd 
physics book from back when Bob was a 
physics major in college... now why should I 
notice those??), tapes, cats and assorted other 
animals (although Bob’s longtime companion 
Chmee is gone, alas), and of course, Lindy’s 
kids. Plus stereo gear, recording gear, six 
telephone lines (Bob, Lindy, Wail Songs, fax, 
modem, and bulletin board, if I’ve got them 
straight), decks of Magic (beware! they’ ve 
been known to try to hook even their friends), 
and a good deal of furniture Bob built himself. 
It’s a busy, friendly place that’s seen and heard 
lots of good filk—and if you change “place” to 
“person” that’s a pretty good description of 
Bob, too. 

—Jordin Kare 


“Toastperson”: Judith Hayman 


Allison! Yo! Maybe we should start 
writing this bio of Judith for the con next 
month, eh? 

Yo back at you, MEW! Might be a plan. 
Aggg! Writer’s Anxiety! 

So, where should we begin? You’ve 
known her longer, but I’ve slept with her more! 

One shouldn’t sleep with one’s filk 
daughter. Judith always calls me her “filk 
mom,” "cause I introduced her to filking. 
More like she tackled me in the hall at Ad 
Astra 1990 in Toronto and said “Teach me 
everything you know about filk!” Little did we 
both know she was about to transform 
Southern Ontario filking. Scary thing is she’s 
converting all these people to filk and now I 
have all these “filk grandkids.” 
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Is it true that she used to force her vulnerable 
little children and even her husband to dress up in 
Star Trek Uniforms (sewn by her own hand)? 

Yeah, Judith is a bit of a Trekker. She sings 
and writes Star Trek songs, among other excellent 
filksongs. Best not to tell them that, especially 
since she’s just produced her first filk tape of Star 
Trek Songs called “North Coast Cabaret.” 
(NCC—figures, eh?) 

Yeah, I know she’s far too modest to want us 
to plug her wonderful tape of excellent songs 
called North Coast Cabaret, even though 
everyone in the world will want to buy several. 
(Anyway, we’d look pretty egotistical since we're 
both on it!) 

Hey, yeah, but Judith is on it, too, singing two 
of her songs. Talk about sublime to the ridiculous, 
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though... Can you believe that someone who 
wrote a beautiful song like “Letit be Writ” 
could also be responsible for “Waltz for 
Organs and Guitar?” Go figure. 

Her song “Sea of Stars” is up for a Pegasus 
Award this year! I especially like the unusual 
melodic lines and chord structures that Judith 
uses! She plays guitar quite well. Have you 
seen her musical influences? Pretty eclectic: 
Joni Mitchell, Ofra Harnoy, David Munrow, 
Glenn Gould, the Beatles, the Byrds, CSN&Y, 
Loreena McKennitt, Indigo Girls, Open Mind, 
Antonio Carlos Jobim, Jacques Brel, and 
Healey Willan. 

Her reading taste is pretty eclectic too. 
Favorite author is Dorothy Dunnett. She also 
likes Dorothy Sayers, Heinlein, Clarke, - 
Asimov, deLint, Huff, McIntyre, Asprin, Bull, 
Yolan, McCaffrey and Tolkien. 

Judith discovered fandom as a born again 
Trekker in 1986. She saw a flyer for Toronto 
Trek in Bakka Books and the rest is, as they 
say, history. Since then she’s been on both the 
Toronto Trek and the FilKONtario concom. 
She has been con chair for FilKONtario for the 
last two years. Her organizational and 
coordinating talents have brought the 
convention to record membership numbers. 
("Course this couldn't have anything to do with 
Judith's delightful sense of humor and personal 
PR she's done at many cons...) 

Judith loves promoting Canadian filk. “Hi! 
I’m Judith! I’m from Canada! Ever hear of 
FilKONtario?” Judith's responsible for luring 
lots of excellent filkers to Toronto — those 
filkers keep coming back too, and bringing 
their friends... 

She's a great hostess too! Not too many 
filkers pass through Southern Ontario without 
a visit to “Chez Hayman” andtheir $1.98 
(CAN) Niagara Falls tour. 

You know, we could mention some of the 
more dignified things about Judith, like that she 
speaks French fluently, is a Public Health 
Nurse who has worked in all areas of nursing, 
sews really well, and cooks amazing 
memorable meals! Say nothing of the fact that 
she is on the board of Interfilk, a national 
non-profit organization that promotes filking. 

Best not to mention the gross of flavored 
condoms or the many related condom stories, 
the time she brought her pelvis to Wench Con, 
the Enterprise shaped pancakes, the many 
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cutlery photos. 

Cutlery seems to loom large in Judith's 
legend... 

Or the Interfilk directors meeting we held 
in her guest bed. (No, you heard me right, I 
said bed, not bedroom...) (There were only six 
of us!) 

Come to think of it, Judith has quite a 
reputation as an Interfilk “wench.” Her 
revealing outfits and auction antics are 
renowned throughout Canada and the US. 

Ask Judith about the time Jodi and I gave 
her some rather lacy racy underwear as a 
hostess gift after an overnight filk at her place. 
We gave them to her at an Indigo Girls concert 
and she pulled them out and kept waving them 
around! Dave said “he” liked them too! 
Unfortunately for Dave she decided to give 
them to an Interfilk auction. Hmmmph. The 
woman is too devoted to the cause! (We 
haven't auctioned those yet. In this house 
they're known as the “Urban Tapestry 
Memorial Underwear.”) 

We keep mentioning this “Dave” character. 
Should we tell them that he’s her husband and 
a quiet force of his own? Should we mention 
that he has his own mischievous sense of 
humor? Or should we keep them guessing? 

Best not to mention Dave, otherwise the 
story of the silk paisley shorts might get out! 

Yeah, Dave has put up with a lot from me 
and my “identical cousin.” Who could forget 
the “oversized shlock tour of the midwest’ or 
“quest for packing tape”!? Judith has made 
friends wherever she goes, whether from her 
antic and goofy sense of humor (ask about her 
thespian debut as a pigeon!) or from serious 
discussions of the health care system or song- 
writing techniques or any of another hundred 
subjects she speaks intelligently about. She’s a 
great friend, a mother of two wonderful 
teenagers (Richard and Jennifer) and an overly 
indulgent cat owner. Take time to talk to her, 
hear her stories, listen to her songs, and 
especially to laugh a lot! 

So, what haven’t we already told them? 

Best not to ask! 

(Just for the record—Judith is the instigator 
in all our exploits! I'm completely innocent 
and shy and would never even think of most of 
the trouble she gets me into! —mew) (...and if 
you'll believe that...) 

— Mary Ellen Wessels and Allison Durno 

(Boldface comments by Judith) 
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Fire in the Sky 
Words and Music: Jordin Kare, Copyright 1981, 1986 


caught it, tamed it, trained it, since our his- to ry be gan. Now we're 


go- ing back to heav- en just to look him in_ the eye, And there's a 


thun- der cross the land anda fi- re in the sky. sky. Yes, were 


Prometheus, they say, brought God’s fire down to man, 

And we’ve caught it, tamed it, trained it since our history began. 
Now we’re going back to heaven just to look him in the eye, 
And there’s a thunder cross the land and a fire in the sky. 


Now Gagarin was the first, back in nineteen sixty-one, 
When like Icarus undaunted, he climbed to reach the sun. 
And he knew he might not make it, for it’s never hard to die, 
But he lifted off the pad and rode a fire in the sky. 


Yet a higher goal was calling and we vowed to reach it soon, 
And we gave ourselves a decade to put fire on the moon. 
And Apollo told the world, “We can do it if we try,” 

For there was one small step, and a fire in the sky. 
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Then two decades since Gagarin, twenty years to the day, 

Came a shuttle named Columbia to open up the way. 

Though they said, “She”s just a truck,” she’s a truck that’s aiming high. 
See her big jets burning; see her fire in the sky. 


Yet the gods do not give lightly of the powers they have made, 
And with Challenger and seven, once again the price is paid. 
For a nation watched her falling, yet a world could only cry 
As they passed from us to glory, riding fire in the sky. 


Now the rest is up to us; there's a future to be won. 

We will turn our faces outward. We will do what must be done. 
For no cradle lasts forever; every bird must learn to fly. 

And we're going to the stars; see our fire in the sky. 


Yes, we're going to the stars; see our fire in the sky! 
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Galactic Personals 
Words and Music: Sally Childs-Helton, Copyright 1989 


Intro figure: mute A9 as diagrammed, gliss down, and return up to first A9 in chorus 


Chorus: 

A9 A9 Bb9-Bb9 

Read about it, read about it, read all about it— 
A9 A9 Ab9-A9 


Inquiring minds want to know— 
A9 A9 AQ Bb9 
Reply to Galactic Personals, . 
A9 Ab9-A9 A9—C9—B9—{gliss}—E7(1) 
Post Office Box Six-Nine-Oh. (I was laid over...) 


E7(1) [gliss] E7(2)-(1) 
I was laid over in the Altair Port, 
E7(3) Eb7 E7(3) F7-F7 E7(3) 
bored nearly outta my head. 
E7(1) [gliss] Eb7-E7(3) E7(2)-(1) E7(3) Eb7-E7(3) E7(3)-Eb7-E7(3) 
Picked up the Galactic Enquirer, and took it back to my bed. 
E7(3) [gliss down] E7(1) E7(2)-(1) 
Now Pm a pretty cool dude— I ain’t no prude— 
E7(3) Eb7 E7(3) F7-F7 
But what I saw turned me red. 
E7(3) [glissdown] E7(1) E7(2)-(1) 
"Cause when I turned to the Personals Page, 
E7(3) Eb7 E7(3) E7(3)-Eb7-E7(3) F9-F#9-G9-A9 
This is what it said: 
(Chorus) 


E7(3) [gliss down] E7(2)-(1) 
“I'm Audrey Two — I know what to do 
E7(3) Eb7 E7(3) F7-F7 
To please you "most every way. 
E7(1) [gliss] E7(2)-(1) E7(3) E7(3)-Eb7-E7(3) 
You can find me down at the “Little Shop,” just about ev'ry day. 
E7(1) E7(2)-(1) 
So give me a call— we can do it all— 
E7(3) Eb7 E7(3) F7-F7 
It beats sittin’ home alone. 
E7(1) E7(2)-(1) 
But if I get hungry on a date, 
E7(3) Eb7 E7(3) E7(3)-Eb7-E7(3) F9-F#9-G9-A9 
I won't guarantee you”1l get home.” 
(Chorus) 
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“My name’s Jim Kirk, and I’m no jerk, 
I’m the captain of the Enterprise. 
Come with me— we’ll explore outer space 
Or the inner space between your thighs. 
If you’re mostly humanoid, I can fill your void— 
I’m sexy right down to the core. 
And if you’re a virgin, 
I’ll go with no urgin’ 
Where No Man Has Gone Before!” 
(Chorus) 


“Marvin”s my name, car-parking’s my game, 
I work at a restaurant— 

The one at the end of the universe. 

It’s not a job that I want. 

A planet-size brain’s my claim to fame, 

But you’ll only think I’m paranoid. 

If we go on a date, before it gets too late 


You’ll dump me for some macho android (I knew it!).” 


(Chorus) 


“My name is Gort, and I’m quite a sport— 
At least, that’s what the ladies say. 

I’m economy-size, I got electrifyin’ eyes— 
Baby, let me throw you some rays. 
Klaatu’s this clown, bosses me around, 
But one day he’s gonna get his licks— 
"Cause I’ll “verada” his “nicto” for 'im 

If he don't lay offa my chicks! Hunh!” 

(Chorus) 


“I’m half-man, half-fly—a little shy, 
You could say I’m a self-made man. 
As you know, I like to experiment— 
Ladies, help me if you can. 
We can spend the evenin’ up there on the ceilin’ 
Makin’ love like a couple of flies— 
If you’re scared of heights, 
We’ll turn out the lights. 
Don’t knock it till you give it a try.” 
(Chorus) 


I took that Galactic Enquirer, 

And I threw it on the floor 

As I felt my heart miss some beats— 
Y’know I couldn’t stand it any more! 

So the next time I’m laid over in a spaceport, 
Bored near outta my head, 

I’ll just go find me a pack of cards 

And play solitaire instead! 


(Chorus) (Repeat and fade) 
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Unlucky in Love 
Words: Virginia Taylor, Chorus by Gary McGath 
Music: Virginia Taylor 
Copyright 1994 by Virginia Taylor 


I once loved a sail- or kd ad a tme love was he. His 


ship went to the bot- tom and he drowned in the sea. Four 


pen- nies for the fer- ry- man, Four stones and four stars, For 
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SNH 


Ra 


m Bm 
I once loved a sailor lad and a true love was he; 
Em Am Em 
His hair, it was as black as any raven could be. 
Em Am Bm 
One day out on the ocean, with the winds blowing free, 
Em Am Em 


His ship went to the bottom and he drowned in the sea. 


Chorus: 
C 


Four pennies for the ferryman, 
Four stones, and four stars 


For Neptune, for Apollo, 
Em Bm Em 
For Diana and Mars. 


Well, I once loved a singer and he was my true love; 

His voice was pure and clear as the starred sky above. 
And he sang to make me happy and he called me his dove, 
But he left me for a fever, not the dreams he sang of. 


(Chorus) 


Once I loved a Kingsman and a true love he was, 

So tall, strong, and proudly then he stood for the laws. 

But he met with the enemy where the swords clash and cross 
And he fought them like a hero and he died for his cause. 


(Chorus) 


Oh, once I had a pretty love and my love was so true 

With hair of autumn gold and with eyes summer blue; 

But my love was a rebel and, as Kingsmen will do, 

They burned her for a witch while the spring was still new. 


(Chorus) 
Now I shall never marry and I will never wed, 
And I’ve dressed me in black as they’ve dressed me in red 


Till the ice shall be my cover and the earth is my bed; 
For who would have a lady who's seen four lovers dead? 


(Chorus) 
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Frostbite the Goblin 


Words: Mark A. Mandel, Copyright 1995 
Music: “Frosty the Snowman” 


Frostbite the Goblin was a twisted, bitter soul 

With an old lead pipe and a wicked scowl 

And a heart as hard as coal. 

Frostbite the Goblin was a nightmare, people say. 
Though you scoff and sneer, in your heart you fear 
That he’ll come for you one day. 

A witch or worse had laid a curse upon that bowler hat, 
For when they placed it on his head, he stomped those children flat! 
Oh, Frostbite the Goblin was as mean as you will find. 
He would make you hurt and do you dirt 

With the worst of humankind. 


Frostbite the Goblin knew the wind was cold that day, 

So he said, “Now run, and Pll have some fun, 

Or Ill rip your clothes away!” 

Down to the village, with his lead pipe in his hand, 

Hitting low and high, how he made them cry, 

Yelling “Flee me if you can!” 

He beat them ’round the streets of town up to the traffic cop, 
And he bashed him right across the kneecaps just to see him hop! 
But Frostbite the Goblin was afraid to melt away, 

He said, “I must run to escape the sun, 

But I’m coming back some day!” 


Coda: 


Lumpity lump lump, lumpity lump lump, 
Frostbite hits the track. 
Lumpity lump lump, lumpity lump lump, 
Someday he’ll be back! 
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Librarian, Song of the 
Words: Kate Soley, Copyright 1990 
Music: “O to 5 Barbarian” by Bill Sutton 
Based on the Discworld series by Terry Pratchett 


I’m usually in my Library, up the stacks or on my chair, 
Whenever you come visiting, you”11 find that I'll be there, 
No matter what the topic is, all I will say is “Oook,” 
You’ ll get along just fine if you don’t harm or steal a book. 


Chorus: 
I’m an orang-utan Librarian, 
The books are in my care at Unseen University, 
Not a guardsman or agrarian, 
I’m fully qualified and I have L-space mastery! 


I’m often in the Mended Drum, I like a pint or two, 

Though I don’t drink them down the way that other people do; 
I’ve got the longest left hook in the whole of Ankh-Morpork — 
Try calling me a monkey, I shall surely draw your cork! 


Chorus 

I used to be a human until magic changed my shape, 

I find my life’s much simpler now that I’ve become an ape; 
I don’t want to be turned back now, I like me as I am; 

Just keep me in bananas, I’m as happy as a clam. 


Chorus 
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Talkin” Building “Q” Blues 
Words and Music: Barry Childs-Helton, Copyright 1989 


G C 
Not long ago, on the evening news, 
D 


They ran a feature on “Building 'Q””— 
That hangar down at old Wright Pat 
D D 


That hides more secrets than a general’s hat— 


G G 
All kinds of classified stuff in there, 
C 


Like accurate cost overrun figures. 
D 
Decals for the Stealth Bomber. 
D D 
And all the Navy’s Killer Ninja Frisbees. 


The reporter said she’d tried all day 
To get those bureaucrats to say 
They’d used old Building “Q” to stow 
Ten freeze-dried Smurfs in a UFO! 


They said, “There is no building ‘Q’— 
And if there was, I couldn't talk about it— 
And if I could, it wouldn't be to you— 
And if it was, you wouldn’t believe me— 
And if you did, I'd have to arrest you— 
"Cause regulations don’t allow 

A crazy person anywhere around 

A classified facility that doesn’t exist!” 
Any questions?” 


The reporter owned she’d got it wrong, 
But she did get work before too long, 
As a network anchor—so I hear— 

At a half a million bucks a year: 


Morning showbiz news. 

Fussy little featurettes on media-events. 
Banter with the bald weatherman. 
Interviews with California doctors. 


Since then I’ve heard some people say 
That Lockheed’s got it stowed away, 
That alien wreck with its frozen crew— 
You'd think they’d just dissect a few, 
But NOOOOO! That's major surgery— 
And aliens got no insurance! 
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Besides, can you imagine 

If their buddies came to get 'em 

And found ’em divvied up 

All over the Smithsonian Institution, 

Next to Einstein’s brain, Van Gogh’s ear, 

And Ronald Reagan’s heart? Oooooo! 

We talking” metropolitan barbecue, huh! 

We talkin” angry white hunters from outer space, amen! 
Hey, chill out, guys, I tried t'talk "em out of it, 
It's not my fault! PEACE AND LOVE! 
KLAATU VERADA NITCO — OW! 


Well, that’s bad enough, but now I hear 
A Navy cruiser disappeared 

In World War II, from Norfolk Bay— 
Showed up in Phila-del-phi-ay— 


In nineteen eighty-four?! 

Radar time-warp accident. 

They made a movie about it. 

Passed it off as science fiction. 

Turned the ship into luxury waterfront apartments. 
Filled it, too. 

War nostalgia, man— it’s really hot. 

Sells like silver BMW’s. 


But y’know, that gave me my first clue. 
I know what happened to Building “Q”— 
They moved it around like a bogey blip 
And packed it away in a mothballed ship! 


With a bunch of other things. 

Like Paul McCartney’s body— 

The Unified Field Theory— 

And all those hundred-mile-per-gallon carburetors! 
Thank God the government takes care of these things. 
Y our tax dollar at work—I mean, 

I sleep so much better, knowin’ it’s all there, 
Waitin’ for me 

Until I’m ready for it! 

Me and all the other mundane citizens— 

Just waitin’ on the Apocalypse and Elvis. 


(Ca) 
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Stole of the Seal 


Words: Joe Kesselman, Copyright 1995 
Music: “Soul of the Steel” by B. J. Willinger 


Tam the Stole of the Seal 

Not artificial fiber, I am real 

Though I was once alive and was happy in the sea 
The hand of Man has murdered mine and me 


Last spring my pod and I 
Came a-swimming down the miles 
Just as we always had in days of yore 
To rest and bear our young 
In the shelter of the isles 
But hunters had discovered our shore 
They harvested my kin and me 
As they would reap a field 
Until the birthing beach was red with blood 
Men took my people's skins 
Left our corpses for the gulls 
Our bones were washed away by spring tide’s flood 


I bear the soul of the seal 

I warn you, heed this tale that I reveal 

You call me now a Stole, and the reason’s plain to see 
You wrap yourself in fur you stole from me 


And so you wear me now 
To your galleries and shows 
Amidst Manhattan’s steel and glass and stone 
To emphasize your grace 
For mankind shares our taste 
For silky fur, though you can’t grow your own 
But I will wait until the day 
I feel the ocean’s spray 
And hear salt water churning into foam 
For then I'll claim your flesh 
To fill my empty skin 
And as a selkie you will take me home 


Yes, you'll play the role of the seal 

And learn the joys and terrors that we feel 

Both pinneped and man lie beneath the Gods’ command 
And I have sworn I'll once again be whole 


Who wears my skin will someday share my soul 
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The Ballad of Coralinda 


Words and Music: Edward L. Stauff, Copyright 1994 
D D/F$ Emin 


A 
-— > (q. dl 
MS? A SEER AL [SETS PESAN E NSS ES CEE. A VB 
e 


AS I went out to fish one mom- ing the dawn was sil- ver- ing the 


G A D Fámin7z Bmin 


ebb tide. It flashed on some- thing in the surf there, “twas a 


note with- in a bot tle that I found. It read “Help me, Pm 
Em A Bm G D/A A 


held a gaint my will to be wed on the win- ter sol- stice. Ere 


D Em/G D/A A7 
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As I went out to fish one morning 
The dawn was silvering the ebb tide 
It flashed on something in the surf there, 
"Twas a note within a bottle that I found. 
It read: “Help me, I’m held against my will 
To be wed on the winter solstice. 
Ere then, please save me, I beseech thee, 
From my father’s castle tower by the sound.” 


Now, many tales of great adventure 
I’d sung for family, friends and lovers, 
And ever wishing I could live one, 
Now this bottle brought one home upon the tide. 
So I swore to accept this as my quest 
And to rescue the hapless maiden 
On the boat I’d built once with my father; 
For my mother we had named her “‘Sarah’s Eyes.” 


In haste did I prepare my journey 
And bade farewell to those who’d miss me. 
I cast my boat into the ocean 
Though the storms of autumn prowled the northern sky. 
Many weeks I sailed the Southern Sea 
Having naught but the stars to guide me 
Till at last I reached the Straits of Longing, 
Just beyond which did my destination lie. 


The fog lay heavy on the straits there, 
The currents flowed both fast and fickle 
With care I sailed the tricky waters, 
Guiding Sarah’s Eyes through cliffs and rocky bars. 
Then a song came from somewhere in the mist 
With a voice of the clearest silver 
Entranced, with ears and heart I listened 
As it sang to me of waves and wind and stars. 


(Instrumental interlude) 


Salt water brought me to my senses 

And I wept to see what floated near me: 
The broken timbers of my sailboat, 

As a silver voice came laughing from above. 
“You are mine!” cried the Siren from her rock, 

“One more song now before I drown you.” 
Again my world became her singing, 

And this time I couldn’t help but sing along. 


At last when I had finished singing 
Our sad duet was now a solo. 
The siren wailed, “You have out-sung me! 
You are mine no longer, I must set you free.” 
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Then she bore me all safely to the shore 
Where my quest I could then continue 
A horn made out of shell she gave me, 
Saying, “Sound this in your hour of greatest need.” 


At last I came unto the castle 
Where as a minstrel I was welcomed 
I met Lord Alric and his lady, 
She the only one to give me leave to Stay. 
But no daughter did any of them name 
Till we sat down at evening table 
Then under guard she came to join us; 
Coralinda was as lovely as her name. 


Lord Alric kept her in a tower 
And only let her down for supper 
Each afternoon I planned her rescue, 
At their table ev’ry night I sang and played. 
But she paid no heed to what I sang 
Nor did any except her mother. 
Her name, she told me, was Brianna, 
And she’d listen for as long as I would stay. 


(Instrumental interlude) 


Then late one night as I lay sleeping 
A touch awoke me from my slumber 
It was Brianna in her nightgown; 
In my ear she softly whispered words of love. 
So I told her that I was on a quest 
And I could not accept her offers 
She left me after much persuading, 
But her face replaced her daughter’s in my dreams. 


Next morn Lord Alric in a fury 
Declared “My lady is unfaithful! 
I swear Ill slay her and her lover.” 
With these words he drew his sword and came at me. 
But I took up the siren’s horn of shell 
And I blew it in desperation 
At once a madness took Lord Alric, 
Through a window then he leaped into the sea. 


And so I freed poor Coralinda 
And told her of my quest to save her 
But still the maiden would not have me, 
And denied she ever sent a bottled note. 
But Brianna came up and took my hand, 
Saying “I am the one you rescued: 
*Twas I who threw that note and bottle 
From this tower over fifteen years ago.” 
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Fire and Honor 
Words and Music: Roger Burton-West, Copyright 1995 


starred black vel- vet Shines on the 


ships as to fight they 


Am Am Dm Am 
Sunlight bright on starred black velvet 
Am Am Em Am 


Shines on the ships as to fight they fly; 
Dm Am Am 
Starfire’s chained and impellers darken, 
Dm Dm F Am 

...A beautiful day to die. 


Honor’s name and Honor’s nature, 
Proudly borne by Gryphon’s child; 
Duty done to Queen and Navy, 
Lives to fight in battle wild. 


Warlock fled to distant harbour, 
Fearless stands steadfast alone. 
Weapons stripped to test a plan of a 
Desk-bound admiral safe at home. 
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Friends lie dead in bomb-forged coffins 
Captain’s tears are shut within 

Duty drives her on to die in a 

System far from home and kin. 


Missiles spear through friend and foeman 
Lasers slice through flesh and steel 
Shields give way, the prey surrenders 
Far too late for crewmen’s weal. 


Gryphon’s child is bound for glory 

Duty done, but at what price? 

Honor’s saved, but dead friends accuse her 
As her soul becomes sheathed in ice. 


As her soul becomes sheathed in ice. 
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Con Man Blues 


Words: Sally Childs-Helton, Copyright 1986 
Music: Traditional 


E E-G-A-G-E 

My momma was a filker, 

E E-G-A-G-E 

My daddy was a fan. 

E (etc.) 

I got my start on a pile of T-shirts 
In the back of a huckster’s van. 
It was at a Worldcon, 

At the masquerade— 

You know my momma had me 
E Ef 

In the middle of the stage! 


Chorus: 
A 


I’m a con man, baby, 


I’m acon man through and through. 
B7 A 
I’ll be a con man for you, baby, 


I'll be a con man for you. 


I call in sick Friday mornings, 

Hit the road so I won’t be late. 

P'd rather be a mundane than miss a con— 
FIAWOL’s on my license plate. 

I go to acon every weekend, 

I enter the masquerade. 

I go into the dealer’s room 

And spend everything I’ve made. 


(Chorus) 
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I watch the videos all day, 

Filk the whole night through. 
In-between I’m in the con suite, 
Having a beer or two. 

I call in sick Monday mornings, 
Feeling like dead dog meat. 

I know it’s from too much conning, 
But I'll be back again next week. 


(Chorus) 


It”11 be at some Worldcon 

That I’m gonna meet my fate— 

Ill die from too much filking 

And from staying up too late. 

Now I was born at a Worldcon— 

I want to be buried in space. 
They’ll shoot my ashes into the sun 
And Ill really gafiate! 


(Chorus) 
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Sex and Chocolate 
Words: Debbie Ridpath Ohi 
Music: Jodi Krangle 
Copyright 1994 by Urban Tapestry Publishing 


paint- el her cheek- bones bright blue She skied and she danced and she 


ate raw egg- plants and played Bea tles tunes on the ka- ZOO 
Chorus: 


Eat- ing cho- colate truf- fles in your un- der wear 


Sex and cho colate go had in hand They're the things that 


make life so grand. The best things in life are for- bid- 


An- drews showed she missed out in a big way when she sang “My Fa- vor- ite Things.” 
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(Sung a cappella) 

Great Auntie Moira was my favourite aunt 

She painted her cheekbones bright blue 

She skied and she danced and she ate raw eggplants and played Beatles tunes 
on the kazoo. 


Great Auntie Moira was many years old 

A hundred and five, she agreed 

When asked to divulge how to live a long life, she said, “There are only two things 
that you need.” 


Chorus: 
Sex and chocolate... what a lovely pair! 
Eating chocolate truffles in your underwear 
Sex and chocolate... go hand in hand 
They're the things that make life so grand. 


Bridge: 
The best things in life are forbidden 
And often have some attached strings 
Julie Andrews showed she missed out in a big way 
When she wrote “My Favorite Things.” 
(Spoken: Cuz she never mentioned...) 


(Chorus) 


Great Auntie Moira has left this earth 

But hasn't left loved ones alone 

She willed them a collection of her exotic toys 
And ten pounds of sweet Toblerone. 


Sex and chocolate are addictive, both are sweet 
Both inspire guilt and get you off your feet 

They're wonderful when you just want to unwind 
And both are the best when they’re combined! Oh... 


yil 
KY 
E 


(Chorus) + 
Rie a 
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Adventurers of Science 
Poem: Berton Braley (1882-1966) 
Music: Gary McGath, Copyright 1995 


With a mic- ro scope ad a but- ter- fly net and a spe- ci- men case they 


jun- gle in Bor- ne- O. Or with shov- el and pick where the 


dig down deep where the dad kings sleep— to lam of the lives they 


know- ledge is Like- ly to be ob- tained. 
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Sift- ing the old myth- ol- o- gies, Test- ing the dreams of youth, 


Ex- perts in al the “ol- o- gies,” Trudg- ing the trail of — Truth! 


With a microscope and a butterfly net and a specimen case they go 

Into the heart of an African swamp or a jungle in Borneo. 

Or with shovel and pick where the sand lies thick over cities a long time dead, 
They dig down deep where the dead kings sleep—to learn of the lives they led. 
They climb the crest of Everest, they freeze in the arctic night, 

To weigh the air of the mountain-peak, or see that a map reads right. 

With tube and retort they grimly sport with poison or deadly germs 

In order to write a monograph in highly technical terms. 


Spectacled “Profs” from colleges 
“Fusty and bookish-brained,” 

Probing wherever knowledge is 
Likely to be obtained. 

Sifting the old mythologies, 
Testing the dreams of youth, 

Experts in all the “ologies” 
Trudging the trail of Truth! 


Their bones are strewn mid caverns hewn by the Paleolithic man, 

They have died on the trail of the rumored vale where the Aryan race began; 
Fever and drouth in the blistering South, the storms of the cruel North, 

Have taken toll ere they reached their goal, but—their brethren still go forth! 
They have suffered cancer to learn its cause, died lepers to seek a cure, 

In quest of “basic natural laws” there’s nothing they won’t endure. 
“Theorists, highbrows and logothetes” who nevertheless will dare 

The ends of earth and the gates of death——if Knowledge is waiting there! 


Little of fame they get for it, 
And poor they live — and die. 
Knowledge they seek — and sweat for it 
That the world may gain thereby, 
The world that learns but tardily 
And grudgingly too, in sooth; 
While ever these “pedants” hardily 
Fare forth on the trail of Truth! 


The poem “Adventurers of Science” is included in Virtues in Verse: The Best of Berton Braley, 
published by the Atlantean Press, 354 Tramway Drive, Milpitas, CA 95035. 
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Aux Etoiles 
Words and Music: Judith Hayman, Copyright 1992 
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Chorus: 

G C D 
Farewell to Terra. Adieu! Adieu! 

G C D 
Too soon, too soon, we are leaving! 

Am C 
Farewell to Terra. Adieu! Adieu! 
G Am G 


Aux étoiles maintenant nous departons. 


D C G Em 
Left our land of rock and of snow, 
Am D Em C 
Stretched among three oceans’ shores 
G D Em C 
Left lakes that sprawl and forests vast 
G D Am 
Mountains that soar beyond seas of wheat. 


Chorus 


Left our homeland’s diversity 

In true accord; all conflicts past 

To join in the bold adventure now, 

Main a la main jusqu’aux hautes étoiles. 


Chorus 


Adieu a la Terre, vraiment fini, 

Our lives bound to your lands and seas, 
Et tout le monde d’une seule voix, 

Sing out to the stars that call us now. 


Chorus 
Chorus (up one full tone — in A) 


A E D Bm A 
To the stars, the stars, we are leaving. 
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SuperCometFragmentImpactExtraLargeExplosions 
Words: Jordin T. Kare, Copyright 1994 
Music: “Supercalifragilisticexpialidocious” 


Inspired by a request from Bill Higgins, who’s also responsible for the second verse... 


Super comet fragment impact extra-large explosions, 

Even though a sight to stir astronomers’ emotions, 

If you watch them long enough, you'll get peculiar notions. 
Super comet fragment impact extra-large explosions. 


I used to talk of dinosaurs and layers of Irid- 

Ium until my friends all ran, and all my neighbors hid. 

But now my tales of comet hails are what they want to know. 
And all because Ma Nature has put on a cosmic show of.... 


Super comet fragment impact extra-large explosions. 

Even though a sight to stir astronomers’ emotions, 

If you watch them long enough, you’ ll get peculiar notions 
Super comet fragment impact extra-large explosions. 


For several weeks those gleeful geeks have shown up on my TeeVee 
Trading all their the-o-ries about Shoemaker-Levy 

They’re having more fun watching, from Mt. Stromlo to Cal Tech, 
Than a demolition derby or a locomotive wreck 


Super comet fragment impact extra-large explosions. 

Even though a sight to stir astronomers’ emotions, 

If you watch them long enough, you'll get peculiar notions 
Super comet fragment impact extra-large explosions. 


Astronomers watch Jupiter with Keck and Hale and Hubble 

But we can see those spots and flares with hardly any trouble. 

Be wary of astronomy, for it can change your life! 

I watched them with me girl one night, and now me girl’s me wife... 
(Whack!) ...and a stellar thing she is, too... Those 


Super comet fragment impact extra-large explosions. 

Even though a sight to stir astronomers’ emotions, 

If you watch them long enough, you’ll miss a few promotions! 
Super comet fragment impact extra-large explosions. 
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Science Fair 
Words and Music: Barry Childs-Helton, Copyright 1979, 1987 


Bm A C 
No one knows, nobody sees 
C Fi 
What Irv has built in his laborat’ry— 
Bm A 
And upstairs, Roberta Lee 
C Em 
(His sister) preens beside her vanity. 


Em F 
And the sun’s going down, 
Em A A B Em 
Just like it found the shortcut home. 
En. A 

Young Irv is depressed, 

Em A A B Em 
Roberta’s undressed and she’s dreaming. 

Em F 

There’s a flick on the tube— 

Em A B Em 
A quarterback rube wins a million bucks. 

D 


Irv’s drinking Dad’s gin 
C D F# 
And suddenly grins at his algebra. 


He's working late on his display— 
The high-school science fair is set for May. 
In the garage, a square machine— 

He's got it focused on the Pleistocene. 
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And he's rapt in his work— 

All over New York, lights are snuffing out. 
But there's one in the night: 

A garage in the Heights has an orange glow. 
Irv knows what to get— 

A camera and net—and he’s on his way. 
Then the firemen arrive, 

They douse it by five, and the sparks fly up. 


The street is calm, the night is cool. 
Nobody's seen a certain teenage fool. 
Roberta says he ran away, 

And puts her face on for the senior play. 


The garage has been torched; 

The concrete is scorched near a melted mass. 
But just next to the thing, a butterfly wing 
Covers two square feet. 

Now, Irv’s known for his jokes— 

It could be a hoax, but we’ll never know. 
"Cause a circuit goes bust; 

The wing is now dust on an empty shoe. 


The sky is green, the trees are gray— 

We know for sure it’s always been that way— 
It’s why we”ve all got purple hair. 

I learned about it at the science fair. 


«a Wo 
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Flying Down to Old Maui 


Words: Jylene Livengood, Boston College Law School “95, Copyright 1995 
Music: “Rolling Down on Old Maui” (traditional) 


Emin B Emin B Emin Bmin 


-— 
EE A [ESES PA 


It's a long, hard life Read- ing toil and strife We law stu- dents un- der- 


Emin Emin B Emin B 


go. But we won't give a damn Once were done with ex- ams How 


Emin Bmin Emin D G D 


low our grades might go. We're south- ward bound For our spring break grounds For a 
C B Emin B 


good time, law- book free, And we won't give a damn Once were 


Emin Bmin Emin Bmin Emin D G 


won't give a damn Once we're done with ex- ams, Fly- ing down to old Mau- i. 
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It’s a long, hard life 

Reading toil and strife, 

We law students undergo; 

But we won't give a damn 
Once we're done with exams 
How low our grades might go. 
We're southward bound 

For our spring break grounds 
For a good time, law-book free, 
And we won't give a damn 
Once we're done with exams, 
Flying down to old Maui. 


Flying down to old Maui, me boys, 
Flying down to old Maui; 

No we won't give a damn 

Once we're done with exams, 
Flying down to old Maui. 


The corporate veil 

And bills of sale 

Are all words we leave behind, 
Our outlines and notes 

Are now far and remote 

Out of sight and out of mind. 
And with U.S.C.A. 

We’ll be done come May 
When we graduate with glee! 
But for now we'll take 

A well-earned spring break, 
Flying down to old Maui. 


Flying down to old Maui, me boys, 
Flying down to old Maui; 

No we won’t give a damn 

Once we’re done with exams, 
Flying down to old Maui. 


e 
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Charlie on the UFO 
Words: Anton Chernoff and Susan de Guardiola 
Copyright 1994 by Boston in 1998 
Music: “The Ship that Never Returned,” aka “Charlie on the MTA” 


[Scene 1: Winnipeg / Jedi Mountie] 
Let me tell you how in Winnipeg 
A fan named Charlie 

Was attending his very first con 
And a Canadian Jedi 

Brought him in to sci-fi 

As a gopher all his time was gone. 


Chorus: 

And did he ever return 

Oh, no, he never returned 

And his fate may be unlearned. 
He may ride forever 

On the Worldcon circuit 

Be the fan who never retumed 


After seventeen jobs 

He was in Information 

After fixing up the video 
When an alien spaceship 
Stole away with Charlie 

He was kidnapped by a UFO 
(Chorus) 


[Scene 2: Intersection / Nessie bobbie] 
They brought Charlie back to Glasgow 
And the Loch Ness monster 

Got a ribbon on his behalf, 
Intersection security 

Was his assignment 

He was now on convention staff 
(Chorus) 


Now the alien training 

That they gave ol’ Charlie 

Made it easy to pull it off 

And when they took him away 

On the con's last day 

He was becoming a world class SMOF 
(Chorus) 


[Scene 3: LA Con / Rat] 

After 12 long months 

When no one heard from Charlie 

And we thought that he might be dead 
He was dropped at LA Con 

As hotel liaison 

He'd become a department head 
(Chorus) 
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Charlie worked so hard 

That every fan in SCIFI [skiffy] 
Wanted Charlie to move out there 

But the time grew shorter 

And the ship’s transporter 

Beamed poor Charlie right out of there 
(Chorus) 


[Scene 4: San Antonio; then Boston] 
Well a year went by 

Without a word from Charlie 

San Antone’s time was drawing near 
When above the city 

They spelled out “committee” 

And we all knew that Charlie was here 
(Chorus) 


Charlie ran the Art Show 

Charlie ran the Hucksters 

And he managed the con suite too 
And the ship that took him 

When the con was over 

Was a UFO that we all knew 
(Chorus) 


Then in ninety-eight 

We brought the con to Boston 

And all fandom did stop and stare 
At the former neo 

From the friendly UFO [yoo-foe] 
Who was now the convention chair 
(Chorus) 


So remember the story 

Of the fan named Charlie 

Who became one of fandom’s great 
And support the committe 

From the great fan city 

Vote for Boston in ninety-eight. 


Final Chorus: 


Or else he’ll never return 

O, no, he'1l never return 

And his fate will be unlearned 
He will ride forever 

On the Worldcon circuit 

Get poor Charlie off his UFO. 
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Vampire’s Lullaby 
Words: H. Paul Shuch, Copyright 1994 
Music: “All Through the Night,” Traditional 


Eat, my child, there's food a bun- dant All through the 
Hur- ry, Child, we must be gone By dawn's ear- ly 
All of you 2 mong the liv- ing Tum now in 


night. Necks to bite ad limbs re dm- dat All through the 
light. For we œn- not ca- ry o E- cept through the 
fright, For there will be no for- giv- ing By dark of 


We un- dead are Tes- ur- rect- ing, Vam- pires, ghouls and 
sub- ject to such en- mi- ty We're bound to spend e 
Earth- quake, fam- ine, fire and thun- der, We will rest se- 
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A Hundred Dreams Ago 
Words and Music: Virginia Taylor, Copyright 1994 


Lis- ten to the child- ren’s rhyme, play- ing with the 
Ted- dy beas and prin- œs- ses, shin- ing knights and 
El- des and my peers d ride: put those child- ish 
Leave the ones who just don’t care, all the stars ae 
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Adieu, Sweet Nancy 
Words: Joe Kesselman, Copyright 1994 
Music: Traditional 


sweet love- ly 


That it might be a to- ken 


of true love 


Adieu, sweet lovely Nancy, 

Ten thousand times adieu; 

For my ship departs at dawn, my love, 

To seek for something new. 

Come change your ring with me, dear girl, 
And wear mine in its place 

That it might be a token of true love 
While I am out in space. 


And now our ship is rising; 

You can hear it from afar 

As we few souls brave the sea of space 
To seek another star. 

The silence of the void now yields 
Before our engine’s roar 

As we Sail through the galaxy 

New systems to explore. 
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am out in 


But when I'm far away from Earth 
You will know not of my plight, 
For radio waves, unlike our ship, 
Go only fast as light. 

The loving words I send to you 
Fall back into my past, 

So we’ ll listen to them together 
When I reach home at last. 


Ah, but when my journey is over 

And I’m back on Earth’s fair shore, 

Pll rejoice to see my family 

And the friends I knew before. 

By tehn you'll have your license, Love, 
And Earth will set you free; 

It will be my turn to remain at home 
While you depart over C. 
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The Sea of Stars 
Words and Music: Judith Hayman, Copyright 1992 


Once I laid on the grass in a sum- mer field and 


watched the night wheel by. I learned all the stars and I 
C Am Dm C Am 


called their names reach ing down from that won- drous sky. I 
C Em C Em7 Am F C 


called their names and they sang to me And my friends they sure- ly 


were. Lit- tle knew I that one day I would fly 


Out to the sea of stars. And the sea that calls is not the 
Dm C Em C G Am 
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C G Cr G 
Once I laid on the grass in a summer field 
D Em Am Em 
And watched the night wheel by. 
Am Dm C Am 
I learned all the stars and I called their names 
Dm C Am 
Reaching down from that wondrous sky. 
C Em C Em7 Am 
I called their names and they sang to me 
Dm 
And my friends they surely were. 
G Dm C Am 
Little knew I that one day I would fly 
G Em Am 
Out to the sea of stars. 


Chorus: 
Dm CG” Em 
And the sea that calls is not the sea of old 
C G AmEm Am 
But the starlit sea of fire and eternal cold. 


Reality called and I built my life 

On the dreams within my soul. 

I gave of my best—nothing less would do— 
I lent my heart to those earthborn dreams 
And I flew beyond my past. 

Each day I lived built the gifts I would give 
One day in the sea of stars. 


(Chorus) 


Opportunity knocks but once, they say, 
So I left my settled ways 

And gave my heart to the dream of stars 
Spent in training all my days. 

I saw the deaths and the triumphs too 
As I waited through those years; 

And then I flew with the shuttle crew 
Out to the sea of stars. 


I set my hand to the research planned 

And our knowledge grew thereby. 

Then I drank the sight of my distant world 

And the seas I'd left behind. 

The works of man are small from space, 

For I’ve looked with eyes and heart 

And with mind and soul, seen the blue earth whole 
Lit by the sea of stars. 


And the sea that calls is not the sea of cold, 
For the blue earth shining bright is the image I'll hold. 
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Witnesses” Waltz Too 
Words: Ellen Kranzer 
Music: “Witnesses” Waltz” by Leslie Fish 


Chorus: 
C G Am G 

Twelve thousand, half million, million or more 
C Am F G 
Watching TV from the living room floor. 
C F C F 
NASA Select brings the shuttle to you. 

F C G C 


Y our friends and your neighbors are watching it too. 


C F C G 
Lift off is scheduled for four in the morn. 
Am C G G 
We get up to watch it two hours before dawn. 
Am F 
The weather is foul; there is no reprieve. 
C G 


We wake up the next day to watch the ship leave. 


Chorus 


After the workday we rush back to see 

What NASA will show us upon the TV. 
Perhaps they’ll explain it, perhaps they will not. 
The narration is poor, but we sure like the plot. 


Chorus 


The shuttle gleams white as it flies in the light, 
Then things go black as it slips into night. 

The astronauts work on, the screen image shifts. 
The days last for hours as the space shuttle drifts. 


Chorus 


Soon the time comes for that space ship to land. 
We pick up the remote to watch it first hand. 
Though we can't be there, we still want to see. 
We watch ’til the landing’s a fait accompli. 


Chorus 
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If Man Were Meant... 


Lyrics: Geoff Avalon, Copyright 1994 
Music: “Rocket Rider's Prayer” by Steve Savitzky 


When the airplane’s on the runway, a mass of tempered steel, 
No words I have are adequate to say just how I feel. 

I get aboard and buckle in, and start off on my way, 

And once against I realize all I can do is pray. 


So I pray to gods of U.S. Air and Continental too, 

And American and Delta who will help me to make do. 
Oh, United and TWA, I pray now hear the cry 

Of those of us on board this craft that really hate to fly. 


I’ll bend the knee to Artemis, fair mistress of the night. 

I ask thy gentle blessing before my plane takes flight, 

As goddess of all hunters, whose help cannot be beat 

When I’m looking for the agent who double-booked my seat. 


They said I didn’t have to fly; they told me I could drive! 

Oh, Hermes, god of swiftness now, please help me to survive! 
Lend thy mercy and thy grace, but mostly ease my fear 

As the patron god of liars like the ones who sent me here! 


And next I’ll pray to Chronos, Lord and Master of all Time. 
I ask thy blessing as I pray with most imperfect rhyme. 
Please make the flight go swiftly so this mortal cannot know 
Just how far I’ve come and just how far I’ve got to go! 


Hephestus, blacksmith of the gods, hear me, I entreat. 

Help me forget that airplanes shrink and grow with cold and heat, 
And weaken from the stress this causes as the years go by. 

Look with favor on this craft, and keep her in the sky! 


Lovely Aphrodite, I beg thee hear my prayer, 

Please soften up the stewardess who has me in her care. 
I sit here drinking water in the so-called comfort class, 
And she’s charged me fifty dollars just to refill my glass. 


Oh, Ares, god of warriors, please keep me safe from harm 

As I journey on a flight that’s forced me to disarm. 

No weapons have I on this flight—no guns or knives or swords— 
Grant me please the skill to forge a weapon of my words. 


Athene, Lady of all wisdom, smile once more on me. 

I’ll seek thy aid on future flights whenever they may be. 
They’ll send me off to Houston or to Denver by and by— 
Grant me wisdom at that time to drive instead of fly! 


Almighty Zeus, I’ve landed safe, I owe my life to you. 

All deities I haven’t named, you know I love you too. 
Please be with me one more time, and help me pay the cost 
Of reining in my temper when my luggage ends up lost! 


Glorious Apollo, great god of sun and light, 

Hear my supplication as I travel on this flight 

As patron god of music, I beg thee lift my curse 
As every trip I take, this song begets another verse. 
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The Criminal 


Words: Steve Brinich, Copyright 1994 
Music: “The Idiot” by Stan Rogers 


I log onto this homebrew Net where the Feds are not around 

I've turned my back on Big Brother's track and made this open ground 
] slip past the surveillance taps; the alarms will make no sound 

I set up the link and I always think back to my old account 


I remember back six years ago, this outlaw life I chose 

When every day the news would say there’s another rule to impose 
Well, I could have stayed and just obeyed, but I'm not one of those 
Fm remaining free, and that makes me a criminal, I suppose. 


So I bid farewell to the tamed old Net I never more will see 
But write I must, and I put my trust in human liberty 

Oh, I miss support, and the GUI ports, and the realtime videos 
But I like being free, and that makes me a criminal, I suppose. 


So, come all you fine young hackers, to the cyber underground 

This outlaw life’s no paradise, but it’s better than lying down 

Oh, the interface isn’t cut-and-paste, and the system’s often down 
But the government spies will set their eyes on a licensed Net account 


So bid farewell to the tamed old Net you never more will see 
Here your words will ship without censorship; there’s real liberty 
You’ll miss the bells and the fancy shells; here we just have plain 
old prose 

But you'll be free, and just like me, a criminal, I suppose. 


WARNING: Running this 
application may get you 5 
a federal sentence. Are l 
you sure you want to 


continue? 


CO) 
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